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	Jonah's Missdventures: The Pearl's Eye

**The following content contains spoilers for another one of my stories, _The_ _Rider's Son._ If you haven't read it yet, go to my profile and read it. If you have, enjoy this special Halloween story!**

* * *

><p>Jonah made sure that his face paint was dabbed in the right direction, adding some more reds. As he used one of his father's paintbrushes, he called out, "Mom? Where's the chicken bone for my costume?"<p>

"It's next to your bed, dear," his mother called from elsewhere in the house. "And make sure your father is out of his office before you go out with your friends."

"Okay, Mom!" He checked his reflection, satisfied.

Dreadfall was the scariest holiday in Berk. While Snoggeltog was a day spent for the family, Dreadfall was the day when Sweet Theft ran all over the town. Every year, Gobber would walk around the town, tallying as many scares as he could find that the children would do. Each scare would offer candy, and if possible, you could steal other competitor's candy. Jonah, being Jonah, his pumpkin so that anyone who tried to take candy out instead of dropping it in would be sprayed with red paint, making it look like their hand was horribly cut.

Jonah had won the previous year. At nine years old, Gobber declared that he was the best scarer his age. Jonah was about as healthy as his father, so he gave all of his candy to the his friends, Coff and Sneeze. They finished it in less than a minute.

Sweet Theft was a game that the local bully took advantage of. Brute was Freya's older brother by a year, and even though he was the same age as Jonah, took it upon himself to declare that he was to be the best dragon rider on Berk with his Timberjack. Snotlout blamed himself and his past actions for his son turning out that way, but Heather, his wife, assured him that he had in no way a part of deciding what his son would be like. Hiccup had to more than once discipline the boy, and Brute would always play the innocent, even though everyone knew better. It was frustrating.

Jonah took the small bag he had, making sure that the flour covered his face well enough to make him seem pale. He put his hand up to his hair, where mud and plants were stuck on messily. As he worked on the face paint, the red dripping around his eyes acted as blood, and the black made perfect for a deep complexion around his neck. He wore ragged, worn-out clothing, and made sure that his skirt was torn in three different sections. Some old habits died hard, supposedly.

Jonah opened up the door to his father's study, where he knew he would be when he was drafting plans and meetings and such. "Dad! Mom says that you need to be outside before I can leave with Freya's and the others."

Hiccup's back was turned, facing a man a few years younger than himself. "Sure, just a second, Jonah."

"Yeah?" the man said, looking up at him.

"What?" Hiccup looked up, momentarily confused before shaking his head. "No, I meant my son." He nodded his head over in Jonah's direction.

The man nodded, laughing. "Oh, right. Sorry about that, Chief." He looked over at Jonah and said. "Well, look at you. You sure look scary! Let me guess...a Draug?"

"Yes!" Jonah said, surprised. "How'd you know?"

The man shrugged. "Eh, call it a lucky guess. And Jonah, keep an out for my son while you're out there, will you?"

Jonah nodded. "Okay, Mr. Rune!" He looked at his father and said, "If you don't come back down, Mom is gonna sic Toothless at you." And with that, the boy closed the door, leaving the two men alone.

"Gods, I completely forgot about this Dreadfall," Rune said. He shook his head, sighing.

"Things will turn out okay, though, won't they?" Hiccup asked. "I mean, you wouldn't be here, otherwise."

Runs shrugged. "Yeah, I guess... I'm just worried because I certainly don't remember myself in this timeline. Gods, I hate thinking so much about time travel."

"You can blame Odin for that," Hiccup said, leaning back on his chair. "He's the one that decided to give you and Jonah the blood of the gods."

"Technically, we're the same person, just two separate bodies," Rune pointed out.

"Dear, Loki. I'm a father at 15 and a grandfather at 31. At this point, I'll become a great-grandfather before I turn 50."

"On the bright side, we know that the Haddocks continue on with their stubbornness," Rune added.

* * *

><p>Jonah was already waiting for Freya and the others by the time his father came back down. And he wasn't being dragged by Toothless, what a surprise.<p>

"Hey, sorry I was taking so long to _ah!"_ Hiccup suddenly tripped over something, falling to his face. The next second, the rope he tripped over set off the bucket above to dip, spilling ice-cold water on Hiccup's head. "Son of a–!" Hiccup shuddered as he stood up, shivering slightly and teeth chattering. "G-gods, wh-what just hap-p-pend?"

Astrid laughed as Rune stepped up him, looking sheepish. "Forgot about this, too..." he muttered to himself.

"Yes!" Jonah jumped in the air, Sleek chortling his growls. In the corner next to the fireplace, Toothless rolled his eyes before laying his head down so that the small ebony dragon on the floor can climb on his head, Star doing the same with the other. "It worked! It _always_ works, yes!"

Astrid continued to laugh as she passed a towel to Hiccup. "You think that after falling for that four times this month, you'd know to watch your step down the stairs."

"Daddy funny!" Ingrid said, clapping her hands. She was dress in an outfit identical to Astrid's, with the fur hood and skirt and shirt, just made for her own size.

Hiccup groaned as she shivered. "At least it wasn't snow. I'll be damned if Jack manages to knock me under a mound again."

Jonah only smiled innocently as Hiccup narrowed his eyes at him. "That counts for Sweet Theft, right?" he asked. "Uncle Gobber says that scares for today count."

"Yeah, yeah," Hiccup said, waving his hand. "Go and have fun. And remember what we say if Brute messes with Sleek?"

"'Boy, Sleek sure is in the mood for a salmon-and-Brute sandwich,'," Jonah enunciated perfectly.

"That's my boy. Now go, don't stay any longer with the boring adults."

"And keep an eye on Junior for me!" Rune shouted as Jonah left the house with Sleek in tow. "You know how he likes to wonder off!"

As soon as the door was closed, Astrid added, "Just like another Horrendous Haddock I know." A cry from the room above reached her ears and she sighed. "I should get her," she said.

She walked up the stairs, leaving Ingrid with her father and paradox-older brother. "I thought you'd be better than this, old man," she heard Rune say.

"Old man?! I'm only five years older than you!"

"Exactly."

Astrid shook her head in laughter before she entered her room, unsurprised to see someone already there. "How is she?" she asked her mother-in-law.

"She's alright, now," Valka said, cradling the baby in her arms. The third Haddock child was born late, recent, in fact, and was as quiet as a candle almost all the time. The only time she ever made noise was when she was hungry or had wet herself. Sometimes, the parents worried she was dead, but still breathing and beating. "Jayri is as quiet as Hiccup was, maybe more so."

"Hiccup was quiet as a baby?" Astrid lighted. "He must have become active as he grew older. Wonder if Jayri will as well."

"Perhaps," Valka said. "Go back with your husband and children. I'll keep an eye on her."

"Technically, the Jonah downstairs isn't _my_ son, but I still see him as one," Astrid lamented softly.

"Jonah grows up to be a fine man, that's all you should know. Now go, I'm sure there are Dreadfall celebrations to finish at the Great Hall."

"Thank you, Valka." She left the room, and as she did, she heard the coos of an infant, followed by soft and sweet laughter. She smiled.

* * *

><p>"Alright, then, maggots, you ready?" Gobber said playfully, looking at the array of children in front of him.<p>

"Technically, maggots are larvae found on decaying bodies, they really aren't such a good term to call us," Coff said. "I think 'hooligans' is better. I mean, we've all gotten ourselves in trouble more than once, especially Brute."

"What?" Brute shouted, down the ways. "Come off, nerd! Just because your dad's smart and all, doesn't mean you're better than me!"

"Dad says that smart people have their own strengths," Sneeze said, sticking up for his brother. "We, for example, can actually count."

This sent a ripple of snickers and snorts from the other children. Brute didn't look happy at all. He was only the second oldest, but still taller than the others. He walked up to Sneeze, pushing him, and said, "You want to say that again, twerp?"

"Alright, enough!" Gobber said, casting his hook to raise Brute off the ground. "Brute, don't make me call your mother! Remember the last time?"

Brute involuntary shuddered as the memory passed over him, and he scowled. "Fine. Whatever."

As he was set back down. Jonah felt someone tug on his sleeve. He looked down to see Junior, Rune's son, looking up at him. His brown hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and his dark eyes showed curiosity. "Are we gonna get candy soon?" he asked. Sharpshot, his trusty yellow Terrible Terror, sat by his side, ready for orders. He was more of a liable soldier than a friend for pet, and acted that way a lot.

"Just a second, we need to find our pumpkins first." It was another game before the actual Sweet Theft event. Every year, the adults would hide pumpkins in the forest nearby, each with a child's name in it. The pumpkins were already hollowed out, and the children chose ahead of time how to decorate them. As long as they stuck together with an adult, then they had until sunrise to find their pumpkins and return to the village for the Sweet Theft event on Dreadfall's Mourning. If anyone had not yet found their pumpkins, then they would have to team up with one who has and share the candy earned at the end of the day gathered inside it.

"Is Jack coming with us again?" Freya, Brute's younger sister asked. Even youth she was only seven years old, she possessed a force that no other child would thought to have.

"Unfortunately, no," Gobber said. "He's busy spreading winter in other parts of the world this year and is unable to join us. Instead, Eret will join as soon as he and Heather are finished at the Great Hall."

"Daddy's coming?" Rube said, placing a finger on his chin. He was the youngest in the group, only four years old.

Ericka, his sister, nodded. "Yeah, Rube. Remember? Dad said he was gonna join us."

"Oh, yeah! Daddy fun."

Jonah did a headcount on who was present. As the oldest, he was their responsibility as the future chief of the village. Brute and Freya were ignoring each other, as usual. Coff and Sneeze were drawing in the ground, mumbling something about the climate weather. It was getting windy now that the sun had set. Ericka was adjusting Rube's hat, tilting it this way and that until it landed just over his eyes. And Junior was on his knees, feeding little specks of food to Sharpshot in exchange for a trick or two. Tuffnut Junior, who hadn't said a single word, just stood there, patiently waiting for the conversation to end. Nine children, present and accounted for.

"Sorry I'm late!" a familiar voice said. A large man ran up to them, a Rumblehorn trailing behind him.

"Daddy!" Rube said. He ran to his father's legs, wrapping his arms around them. "Daddy, you here, you here!"

"Hey, little man!" Eret reached down and picked his son up. "How's my favorite son doing?"

"He's you're only son," Ericka said. "But it's great to see you here, Dad."

"Can we go now?" Brute said impatiently. "I gotta get my scaring on."

Jonah groaned. How he was ever going to have the patience with him in the future, he didn't know.

* * *

><p>"I found mine!" Sneeze said, popping his head upside down from a tree. "It was hidden in the branches. Who's left?"<p>

"Great job, Sneeze," Eret said, carrying Rube's pumpkin in one hand, Ericka's in the other. "Let's see... Brute, you got yours, right?"

"First one, too!" Brute said smugly.

Tuffnut Jr. blew a raspberry at him, making a rude gesture with his hands.

"You punk!" Brute grabbed him up by his shirt and said, "You're as useless as Jonah is, you know? You're lucky you can't speak, or else I'd–"

"Brute, that's enough!" Eret yelled, setting the pumpkins down and pulling the boy away from the mute. "If your uncle and father were here, you would be taken right back without a provision for Sweet Theft!"

Brute frowned. Eret sighed, getting a headache from the boy more so than he would get from the chief in his their younger years. When he saw Brute fiddling with something on his hand, he added, "What do you have there?"

"Just a ring," Brute spat. He held it out. It was a filthy ring, with a clear red gem on its band. It was covered in mud and dirt, looking beyond any sort of beauty it may have once possessed. "I found it when I found my pumpkin."

_"Kill..."_

Jonah whipped his head around, startled. Junior seemed to notice it and said, "Jonah? What's wrong?"

Jonah leered into the darkness of the forest. Next to him, Sleek and Sharpshot, the only dragons to accompany them, growled cautiously. The only thing that could be heard was the sound of the wind rattling the branches and the twins admiring the decorations on Sneeze's pumpkin. "Nothing," he finally said. "Let's go."

The ten of them left for another spot, more closer to the cove for the rest of the search. The only people who remained to find their pumpkins were Jonah, Junior, Tuffnut Jr., Coff, and Freya.

If they stayed behind a moment longer, they could hear the rasping sounds of the night.

* * *

><p>Tuffnut Jr. held tightly onto Freya's left leg while Sneeze was holding the other. "Do you have it yet!" Sneeze called.<p>

"Almost! A little bit lower!"

"If we lower you anymore, you'll fall right in!"

Jonah watched nervously as Freya was lowered even deeper in the pool. It was a deep end on the other side of the cove, a boulder concealing it from view. It was deeper than most pools would be, and Freya's Pumpkin can be found at the bottom of it. Somehow, all the water had been drained, and it was slowly filling up again. By the time the water was halfway up the pumpkin, Freya finally managed to grasp it with her hands and shout, "Pull me up!"

Sneeze and Tuffnut Jr. pulled with all of their small body strength to heave her above ground, collapsing from exhaustion. "Good gods, woman, how much do you way?!" Sneeze shouted.

"Shhh!" Coff hissed, slapping his hand over his brother's. "There might be dragons sleeping! You remember how Barf and Belch acted when Mom and Uncle Tuffnut exploded the fish bins last week."

"I can't believe those two are parents," Eret muttered under his breath.

Sleek bumped his head against Eret's leg. "Sleek wants to know if we can take a break, Sharpshot is getting tired," Jonah said.

"Does he want a tutu like you, too?" Brute taunted.

"Enough, Brute," Eret scolded. "You may not believe in Jonah's ability to understand the dragons, but the rest of us do. Junior... Er, Hiccup, how's Sharpshot doing?"

Junior struggled to carry his pumpkin as Sharpshot cradled inside of it.

"Ah. Well, I suppose we can rest for a while. Tuffnut, Coff, Jonah, you still need your pumpkins, right? We'll rest for an hour, that should give us all enough time to find the remaining three by the time the sun rises."

"Daddy, I sleepy," Rube yawned, raising his arms to be picked up.

"Rube, you really need to get used to sleeping without me or your mother nearby," Eret sighed, picking up his son. Almost immediately, Rube curled his small body against his chest, snoring lightly.

Once by one, the children fell asleep in the cove, the moon as their only source of light. The torches that brought along had been long dimmed, but when they woke, Sleek would easily ignite them again. Eret offered to stay up and watch over, but eventually, Sleek took over. Yes, Sleek was still young, but he was still a dragon capable of defending his family. He was quite small for his size, Toothless had said, but then again, so was Jonah. They were as perfect a match as Hiccup and Toothless were with their right prosthetics.

Jonah woke up sometime later. Junior was shaking him awake. "Jonah? Are you sleep?"

"Not anymore," Jonah mumbled. He hated being woken up.

"I got to go pee."

Jonah groaned. Junior was always afraid of venturing out into the forest by himself, especially at night. He was deemed more un-Viking get than Hiccup—the other Hiccup—was. He was more frightened of things easily, and would only be brave with those in his family. Even though none of the children knew it, Junior was family biologically, and felt safe when Jonah was nearby like he would with his father. They shared the same name, after all.

"Fine." Jonah yawned widely as he stood up. Sleek prodded him and he said, "It's fine, buddy. Stay here, we'll be right back."

The dragon reluctantly complied, staying by the children. Jonah guided Junior out of the cove, unaware of the shadow following him.

_"Missing..."_

Jonah tried to shake his head. Perhaps it was just a nearby dragon talking in his sleep. "Just hurry," he said a bit irritably as he guided Junior behind a tree. "I want to go back to sleep."

As he waited where he could hear Junior, Jonah heard faint rustling. He reached under his ragged skirt to reach for the hidden knife he kept under it. He was almost certain that his face paint was wearing off as he felt drops hit his hand as he nervously held his knife in front of him. He knew how to use it, yes, but could never attack with it in a real fight. He's never killed before, except for small animals. But he always kept his knife. As he did, his hand trailed to the necklace he kept under his shirt. The necklace his father gave him on his birthday earlier in the year.

The rustling was getting closer. Jonah wasn't afraid to admit that he was scared, even the most fierce of Vikings have fears. The rustling was getting closer and closer... Right in the bush next to him. He turned to face it, waiting for something or someone to come out...

Nothing.

He sighed with relief, turning around to check on Junior when he suddenly came face to face with the most disgusting face he had ever seen in his life. An eyeball was popping out, the other looked completely bloodshot. Hair was sticking out in strands, and the skin was decomposed and yellow. Jonah gasped, recoiling, stumbling back as he fell. He gasped for breath as the creature got closer, then...it laughed.

Jonah narrowed his eyes and frowned, then it twisted into anger, punching the creature in the face. "Brute, you _idiot!_ You scared the yaknog outta me!"

Brute continued to laugh as he took the mask off, clutching his stomach as he doubled over. He was laughing so hard that he wasn't making any sound at all. He gasped for breath as he leaned on a tree to support himself before falling over, still laughing.

"Jonah, why is Brute clapping like a seal?" Junior asked as he stepped up next to Jonah again.

"Because he's an idiot," he put blatantly. He noticed a glint on the ground and bent over to pick up the the ring that Brute was holding onto earlier. He put it in his pocket, reminding himself to give it to his father when they returned.

_"Missing... Find... Mine...!"_

"Look out!" Jonah grabbed Junior in his arms and jumped out of the way as a figure fell down at them. This figure was much too large to be a child. He was a full grown Viking with a scraggly beard and helmet, torn clothes and pale skin. But one of his eyes was missing, showing the discomfort of an eye socket. Dark liquid dropped down his forehead, where a knife was embedded. There was a crack along his nose, and his one eye was as red as blood, looking at them wildly.

Brute at this point stopped laughing, looking up at the man. "Oh, gross! What's that smell?"

Indeed, a foul odor struck the air. Junior covered his nose with his hands, muttering, "Stinky."

_"I want my possessions..." _the man said. He reached behind his back and took out a double-pronged spear.

"Possessions?" Jonah repeated. "What possessions?"

_"My grave had been broken into. I want my possessions stolen from me, and I will kill anyone who dares stop me!"_ He swung at Brute, who barely had enough time to jump out of the way to avoid the hit.

"Hey!" Brute shouted. "We don't have any of your stuff! Leave us alone!"

_"You lie!"_ the Viking said. _"I know it to be true! My most prized possession has been stolen! my Pearl's Eye!"_

"We don't have your eye!" Jonah shouted, hoping that someone could hear them.

_"Then I will maim your bodies and search them!"_ The Viking raised his weapon again, but just as he did, an arrow suddenly caught in his face, striking through to the other side.

"Kids! Over here!"

Jonah turned around and sighed with relief when he saw a familiar face.

"Daddy!" Junior ran to Rune, who picked him up and waved his hand to the other two.

"Hurry up, you two!" Rune shouted as the Viking pulled the arrow out of his head.

"Let's go!" Jonah grabbed his cousin's arm, ignoring his protests, and pulled him away from the decomposed Viking. The three of them headed deeper into the woods until they reached a clearing in the Dragon Nip Plains.

"We'll stop here," Rune said. "The sweet scent of the Dragon Nip will ward off the Draug for a bit."

"D-Draug?" Jonah said in both weariness and fright. "But... Those are just...stories..."

"So are the naiad in Dunbroch, the mermaids in Corona, and the nymphs in Arendelle," Rune said. "You should know by now that all those so-called mythical monsters are real, Jonah."

"How do we know it's just not a scare for Dreadfall?" Brute challenged.

"I don't care whether _you_ believe me or not, what matters is that we need to return the treasure the Draug lost."

"That's right..." Jonah said, thinking back to when he decided to learn about his costume. "Draugs are brought back from their graves when something valuable of theirs is stolen. They never wander too far from them, though..."

"Is Draug a bad guy?" Junior asked, not really comprehending the situation, only that someone was trying to hurt them.

"Don't worry, Hiccup, everything will be fine," Rune said, pulling the child to him. "Listen, you two, is there anything at all that you might've taken? Brute?"

"Wha-?! What makes you think _I_ would steal something?" he asked with an act of disbelief.

"He did..." Jonah realized. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the filthy ring. "See? Brute said he found this when he found his pumpkin."

"You thief!" Brute accused. "You stole my ring!"

"I found it after your dropped on the ground, you idiot!" Jonah said, trying to wrestle the ring away from him. "And it's not even yours! It's your fault that the Draug is after us because of your greed!"

Rune set Junior down and picked both boys up by their shirts. "Alright, enough out of you! Jonah, I expected better from you!"

"Nyah!" Brute stuck his tongue out at him.

"And _you_." Rune turned to leer at him, making him falter. "Jonah's right, you need to get over this ego of yours! You're not going to be best at everything, and it's best you learn that before you become like your father!"

"Wait, what?" Brute shook his head. "What do you mean, before I become like my dad?"

Before Rune could answer, they heard a familiar grunt. The Draug stepped out into the fields, still carrying the spear. Neither of them made a sound. Junior gripped his father's hand nervously, shaking. The Draug let out a roar and turned around.

"It's gone?" Brute said. "It was set to kill us and now it just gave up? Wuss."

Rune smacked him upside the head. "The reason it left was because they never wander to far from their burial site. Where did you find your pumpkin, Brute?"

"Over at Raven's Point." He pointed to the distance where the trees were clustered more together. "It was next to a boulder, by a tree snapped in two."

"And the ring was there?"

"Right in front of a root. It was sticking out and I took it."

Rune took the ring, looking at it carefully. He frowned.

"Daddy?" Hiccup stood on the tip of his toes to see what was wrong. "You okay?"

"Uh, yeah. I'm fine, just thinking." He nodded. "Okay. Listen, I'll go and take this ring back. I want you two to head the long way back to the village. Jonah, you know where it is from here?" Jonah nodded. "Good."

Junior took Rune's hand. "Come home, Daddy."

"I will, buddy, I promise." He kissed his head, making Brute do a gagging motion. "Head back to the village right away and tell the chief we have a Draug situation." And with that, the man stood up and ran back into the forest, the sound of screams piercing the air.

* * *

><p>Jonah took Junior by his hand as they trudged back to the village. Because they had to go such a long way, their clothes were even more messed up than they were when they first entered the treeline. Jonah's blonde hair, once caked in mud, was dirt-free and the bone tying it in place was loose. He ended up putting the bone in his pocket, and Junior's shoes were just as misshapen as Brute's mind.<p>

"We there yet?" Junior asked as he yawned, rubbing his eyes.

"Almost," Jonah said. "I can almost see the village."

"This is all your fault..." Brute muttered.

Jonah finally had enough. He let go of Junior's hand and stood in front of his cousin. "What did I ever do to you?" he said loudly. "Why are you so mean to me and everyone else in the village? You think you're gonna be chief with an attitude like that? Dad always said that a leader has to care for all of his people, and you don't care about anyone but yourself! Why? Why are you so set to be a better person than me when you can't even ride your own dragon yet?"

_"Kill... Eye... Kill...!"_

A branch suddenly toppled down over Jonah, and he was pushed to the ground as it fell. He stood back up to Brute's leg trapped underneath the branch, the Draug not to far away from their position.

"Junior, go back to the village and find my dad!" Jonah shouted. He knew the child would reach the house, was a fast runner.

"But what about–"

"Just go! We'll be okay!" Once he was gone, Jonah used his strength to pick up the bench, helping Brute out.

He took a step forward only to fall on his face. "A-ah! Ow! I think I twisted my ankle!"

"Here, put your arm around my neck." Brute did so, grunting as he tried to limp away.

_"Give me my Eye...!" _the Draug said, thrusting the prongs of the spear into the ground with each step he took. _"You've stolen my eye and I want it back!"_

Jonah screamed as the spear landed inches away from him, making him jump. It only caused Brute to trip over himself, and they fell to the ground. The scrambled to take their steps, but the Draug caught up to them, placing a heavy boot on their feet, entrapping them.

_"Give me my Eye or I will maim your bodies and frisk them!"_

"We don't have your eye, my friend's dad took it back to your grave!" Jonah shouted, trying to escape the Draug's grasp. He looked over at his cousin and saw that he had passed out. Whether from exhaustion or fear, he didn't know.

_"The ring is not my Eye!" _He point at Jonah's torn skirt and said. _"The stone in your pocket is my Eye! Give it to more I will maim you and frisk your body!"_

Stone? What was he talking about, Jonah didn't have a stone in his pocket. The only thing he had was...

...the bone!

Jonah reached into his pocket slowly, as if any sudden movements would startle the Draug. He took the bone out, and now that he thought about it, it did feel like a bit like a stone texture. He held it up nervously, which was difficult to do as he was pressed into the ground. The Draug took the bone, examining it. He smelled and licked it before popping it in its empty eye socket. One eye red, the other white. He looked at Jonah before he grabbed his spear.

_"AAAAHHHH!_" With the loudest yell Jonah had ever heard in his entire life, the Draug plunged his spear at Jonah. The boy flinched and closed his eyes. Nothing happened.

When he opened them, he gasped for breath as his neck laid in between the gap of the pronged spear.

_"Thank you for returning my Pearl's Eye," _the Draug said. _"Now, I may rest."_ The Draug seemed to disappear into thin air as if a wind blew him away. The weight off his feet was gone, and the spear left as well.

The last thing he heard before falling unconscious was someone shouting for his name.

* * *

><p>Jonah quietly sat in his bed, feeling worse than he ever had his entire life. After he woke up the next morning, he woke with an intense fever, and Brute had to be taken to Gothi to have his ankle checked. The two of them stayed in bed the entirety of Dreadfall's Mourning, and Junior stayed with Jonah to make sure he wasn't lonely. Apparently, Sleek and Sharpshot thought the same thing.<p>

When at last he was given some quiet time, he thought back to when he found the bone. It wasn't near the broken tree, it was a little more ways south which was why it was able to be to close to the village. The Pearl's Eye was in actuality a stone that the Viking used as a fake eye, and when he died, his good eye became bloodshot and the veins in them exploded. Disgusting.

Hiccup came in at this time during Jonah's train of thought. "Hey, kid," he said taking a seat at the foot of his bed. "How are you doing?"

"I'm a little tired," Jonah admitted. He waited a moment before saying, "Dad, why do monsters exist? You always told me they were stories."

Hiccup looked contemplated for a moment before answering, "The truth is, Jonah, I've known that they've existed for a long time. I had a similar problem back when Rune was your age, when he was here on Berk. Then again sometime before you were born. Now, though, it seems that they're just popping up everywhere."

Jonah wasn't too sure what to say after that. He was tired, and he wanted to sleep. Once Hiccup left, he did exactly that. But not before he heard _it_...

_"Kill... Find..."_

* * *

><p><strong>Happy Halloween, guys and ghouls! This special, extended one-shot is made especially for this day, and I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I did making it!<strong>

**Draug are a part of real Norse mythology. Like Jonah said, they are said to wander from their graves when treasures of their burial site are stolen, though they never wander too far from them. They're basically zombies with human capabilities, which is what I was going for. And as always, no Halloween story is complete without a twist, and that last sentence of the paragraph was exactly what I wanted!**

**Happy Halloween, and feliz_ Dia de los Muertos!_**

**-Litwick723**


End file.
